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Author's Notes: 
I'm not quite sure what brought this on-it kind of just wrote itself. Also, why aren't there any stories for 


these two out there? C'mon people, these guys were great. 


The slash in this is more implied than direct-it can be interpreted as slash or just really deep friendship. 


As always, thank you to everyone for all reads and reviews. | don't own any of the music/bands/people 


mentioned, only the plot/story. Hope you enjoy :) 


Surprisingly, it's quite easy to make an already sad sentence even worse by simply adding one word. 


For example, take the sentence "I loved you". Pretty depressing as it is, right? Someone's telling you that they 
don't love you anymore. But, in a strange way, its not that bad once you start thinking about the meaning of 
the words. 


Even though you've lost that person, the sentence still has some positive connotations. The person is saying 
that they loved you, meaning that they loved you at one point. Sure, they don't love you anymore, but at least 
they did once. 


To me, | feel as though if he had just said that instead of what he'd told me the night he'd left, it wouldn't 


have hurt as much. 


But then again, if he'd said "I loved you" instead of the words he'd chosen to speak, he wouldn't have been 
telling the truth. 


l'm not quite sure what had brought on the fight we'd had that night, the fight that turned out to be our 
last, the fight that had signaled the end of the band, but he would probably blame it on me. That's one of the 
things the both of us were guilty of - blaming things on each other. If | did something | wasn't proud of, I'd 
claim that it was his fault, and if he did something he was ashamed of, he'd direct all his accusations towards 


me. 


Thinking back on it now, I'm really not sure how we made it for as long as we did. We were so dysfunctional. | 
think the reason he stayed in my band for so long (and the reason | didn't kick him out sooner, like | always 
ended up doing to my bandmates) was because when things were good between us, they were great. We had 
some great times together, amazing times, but when things got bad, they got bad 


We'd had too many fights to count that could have broken up the band before the one that finally did, but we 
both refused to admit that things weren't the way they used to be. Everything had changed - we were 
nothing like who we were when we first met, when | had nervously asked him to be the new lead singer of my 


band. We didn't want to face the fact that we were going nowhere fast, and the only way to fix things would 
be to just end them. 


That night that our fight was finally bad enough to break up the band and shatter any remaining bond we had 
was one | will never forget. No matter how hard | try to forget the sound of his voice or the look in his eyes 


when he'd said those final words, | knew it was no use. 


We had just finished playing a show. | can even remember what we were both wearing. Everything was fine 
before we'd come back to the hotel. Him and | were talking and laughing along with the rest of the guys, stil 
high on the adrenaline rush we'd gotten from the show. I'd noticed that he was a bit distant, and that he 
looked like he wanted to say something, but | thought nothing of it. 


Like he always said, | was too busy thinking about myself to worry about anything else. For the whole drive to 
the hotel, | was so caught up in wondering if anyone had noticed that | had fucked up the last solo I'd played 
that | was hardly paying attention to anything my bandmates were saying. Throughout the drive, he'd 
fluctuated between looking slightly distant, to moderately annoyed, and eventually to royally pissed off, and | 
was still thinking about myself, as | always did. 


He didn't follow me to my hotel room. He'd waited for the right moment to come banging on the door and 
shouting for seemingly no reason. | had opened the door and he'd stormed in, his arms crossed over his chest 
as he glared at me. | copied his stance, the two of us challenging each other, staring each other down, before 
he'd spoken first. 


| don't remember the first words he said, but | do remember that we ended up screaming in each others 
faces for what seemed like hours. He'd told me that all | ever cared about was myself, and countered by 
telling him that he was the exact same way. He always had to spend an hour in his dressing room, making sure 
his hair and eyeliner was fucking perfect, to which he retaliated by saying that | do the same damn thing as 


well. 
Looking back on it, maybe the reason things crashed and burned between us was because we were too alike. 
| don't remember much more of what he said, but his final words will always stay with me. 


"Do you ever think about anyone besides yourself?!" he'd shouted. | glared down at him, trying to intimidate 
him. Who the hell did he think he was? He couldn't do half the shit | could do! 


"Of course | dol" | yelled back "I put this fucking band together! If it wasn't for me, no one would know who the 
fuck any of you are! Do you ever think about anyone besides yourself?!" 


"Actually, | dol" he countered. "I've been trying to fix things for the past six months or so, but you're so 
caught up in yourself that you haven't noticed! It seems like I'm the only one that cares about this whole 
fucking thing enough to try and make it work, but it seems like it's getting harder to do even that now! This 
whole thing is fucked!" 


"Oh, so now you're giving up on the band?" | seethed. "If you paid attention, you would have seen that I've been 
trying to fix things as welll You told me once that you loved being in this band!" It was getting harder to speak 
now, but | refused to back down. "You said you loved being in this band, was that a lie? Did you ever? Did you 


ever love the guys? Did you ever love---" 
My voice cracked and | kicked myself internally. Fuck, | thought, not now. You better fucking not, Malmsteen 
He glared up at me, his eyes meeting mine. Those dark eyes were so cold. "I once loved the band" he told me, 


his voice level and filled with barely contained rage. "I once loved the guys. He took a deep breath and averted 


his gaze to the floor for a minute before his eyes met mine again. "I almost loved you." 


At that, he turned back to the door, stepping out into the hallway. Before he closed it, he turned and looked 


back at me, no emotion visible on his face or in his eyes. "Goodbye, Yngwie." 
And Joe Lynn Turner walked out of my life without another word. 


One word can change a sentence so much. If someone tells you that they loved you before they leave, at least 


they loved you at one point in time. 


But if they tell you they almost loved you before they leave, they're never coming back 


